CHAPTER

7

A conversation with her, more than two
months after her death, that I wrote
down that very night.

"Tell me, why did they dig me out of my two coffins
and put me in four coffins?"

"They didn't touch you. We buried you in two cof-
fins on Saturday morning, August 30. You lay with
smiling expression, closed eyes, and crossed hands in
one coffin while the undertaker's employees combed
your hair (they called up to ask whether you wore it
parted in the middle): you lay in the simple dress that
LUi chose from among your favorite frocks. This inner-
most coffin was, in the words of the funeral home, a
"Hardwood Mahogany-Finish Casket.' Before the funeral
this was put inside another, described as a 'Cypress

94 so it happened.
